


The Tugedj • 

Ting, Well, let it ftrike. 

Buc • Why let it (trike ? 

-EjVr^.Becaufethat like a Tackethou keepft the firokc 
Betwixt thv begging, and my meditation : 

I am no'c in the giuing vaineto day, 

Zttc. Why then refoluc me whether yon will or no ? 
A'#>.Tut, tut, them troubled me,T am notin the vaine. E Xl 
• Buc. Is it euen fo, rewards he my true leruice 
With fuch deepe contempt, made \ him King for this f 
O let me thinke on Haft jugs and. be gone 
To Brecknock? , while my fearefull head is on. 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell . 

Tir, The tyranous and bloody deed is done. 

The mod arch aft of pitious. maffacre, 

That euer yet. this land was guilty of, 

High t*n and EornTf-whom I did fubboxne, 

To doe this ruthfull piece of butchery. 

Although they were flefhtvillains.blocdy dogs. 
Melting with tendernefle and companion, 
wept like two children in their deaths fadflories: 

Lo thus quoth Htghton lay thsfe tender babes, . 
Thus,thus, quoth F err eft girding one another 
Within theirinnocentalabaftcr armqs, 

Their lips like foure red Rofes ona dalke^, 

When in there fummer beauty kid each oth&y 
Abooke of prayer on their pillow lay, 

Which once quoth Forreft almod changd my mind. 
But Othediuell I there the villaine, dopt,' 

Whild Dighton thus told, one wefmothered 3 
The mod repienifht. fvveet w orke of nature 
That from the prime Creation euer he Iramd, 

They could not fpeake, and fo I left them both, 

To bring thefe .tidings to the bloody King, 

Enter Ting Richard. 

And here becomes* All haile my foueraigne Liege.' 
Ting. Kind TtrreL, and-I happy in thy news? 

Tir . If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happyneffe,be happy then, 

Foir it is done my Lord, 


cf Richard the Third. 

%i»g, T$ut didd thou feethemdead ? 

Tir. I did my Lord. 

g t ng. And buried gentle Tirrell ? 

Tir. The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them • 
gut hovv or in what place I do not know. 

King - Come to-me Tirrell foone after fupper, 
thou (halt tell the procefle of their death, 

^ ca ne time but thinke how I may do thee good 
And be inheritor of thy defirc, Exit Ttrrell . 

Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence haue Ipend vp dole. 

His daughter meanely haue I matchc in marriage. 

The fans of Edward fieepe in Abrahams bofomc. 

And Annemy wife hath bid the world goodnight ; 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimet 
At young Elizabeth, my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the Crowne, 

To her I goe A iolly thriuing wooer. Enter Catchy g 

Cat.Hy Lord. 

King. Cood news, or bad, that thou commeft lo bluntly? 
C(«r.Bad new s my Lord, .E/p is fled to Richmond 
And YbuckirgbamFyackt with the hardy Welchmen 
■Is in the field, and frill his power increafeth. 

Kmg. She with R tchmond troubles me more 
Then Buckingham and his rafh Ieueld army : 

Come I haue heard that fearefull commenting. 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay. 

Delay leads impotent and fnale-paft beggery. 

Then fiery expedition be my wings, 
hue, Mercury, and Herald for a King: 

Come mu iter men, my counfaile is my fhieid. 

We mull be bricfe,w ben tray tors braue the field. 

Enter Queen e *Jfy r . argret fela . 

QgJMar. So now proipcrity begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth ot death : 

Were in thefe confines flily haue 1 Jurkt, 

To watch the waining of mine aduerfariess 
A dire induction am I witnelfetoo, 

And will to France , hoping the confequence 
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